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another loud report was  heard,  and  the circular glass
front of the brougham was smashed to pieces ; the windows
were splashed all over with what appeared to be mud. Mrs.
Smythe fell forward, as if frightened, as the shots were fired.
** Good God, we are under fire/' said her brother-in-law,
as the horses galloped towards the mansion,
It was only when they reached the house that Mrs. Smythe
was discovered to be dead : her brains had been blown out
by the gunshot at close range!, and she was horribly muti-
lated. Her wounds were frightful, and what Mr. Smythe
had thought was mud was really the blood and brains of
the poor lady. Meanwhile the assailants had completely
disappeared. The news spread quickly, and soon a crowd
of sympathetic people were assembled at Barbavilla House.
The police and the resident magistrate* arrived from Mul-
lingar. They found no sign or trace of the assassins* except
the path of the builds through the leaves of tin* thicket, and
a bottle which was lying hard by, containing a little whiskey*
The news of this terrible murder was soon all over the
world, and, because the victim was a woman, excited more
horror than that of Lord Frederick Cavendish, which
occurred on the Cth May. The I'mntarfs journal, the organ
of Nationalist opinion, mournfully said in its leading article,
" Time was when the presence of a woman would have
stayed the assassin's hand, but the bloody events of this year
reveal men merciless and regardless." The Times described
it as the most dreadful and desperate murder which had yet
been added to the foul list of agrarian crimes,
The inquest was held,, and, although many people all over
the countryside must have known a groat deal about the
murder, not one person would come forward to identify
the murderers* The verdict of the jury was that ** Mrs,
Maria Smythe had been brutally murdered by some person
or persons unknown." In the bitterness of his spirit. Barlow
Smythe wrote on Good Friday a terrible circular letter to his
tenants,, which contrasted tragically with one that had gone
before. " I do not,*' he wrote,' " go through the former farce
of calling you friends. Few of you are so, Most of you by
your silence assent to the deed of blood, and many of you